ourselves. If it had been London or New York I would 211
have felt annoyed by the noisy gayety of the crowd, but
being in Sparta I was intensely interested in this Christ-
mas atmosphere. Had I been alone I would undoubtedly
have introduced myself to some congenial-looking group
and participated in the merriment, however idiotic it may
have been. But the English don't do that; the English
look on and suffer because of their inability to let go. My
remarks unfortunately give a wholly false picture of
Durrell who is normally the most easy-going, amiable,
jovial, forthright and outright iellpw imaginable. But
Christmas is a morbid day for sensitive Anglo-Saxons and
driving a dilapidated car over dangerous roads in the ran
doesn't help to put one back on velvet. Myself I have
never known what it is to pass a merry Christmas. For
the first time in my life I was ready for it—in Sparta.
But it was not to be. There was only one thing to do—
eat and go to bed. And pray that the rain would let up by
morning.
Durrell, whom I could see now was caving in with
fatigile, refused to look about for a restaurant We •
walked out of the cafe and down .into a smoky cellar
which was cold and damp.' A radio was'going full blast
with triple amplifiers, megaphones, cow-bells and dinner
horns. To add to DurrelPs discomfiture the program was
from a German broadcasting station which was bombard-
ing us with melancholy Christmas carols, lying reports
of German victories, moth-eaten Viennese waltzes,
broken-down Wagnerian arias, snatches of demented
yodeling, blessings for Herr Hitler and his wretched
gang of murderers, et cetera. To cap it all the food was
• abominable. But the lights were splendiferous! In fact,
the illumination was so brilliant that the food began to
look haUudnatingly enticing. To me at least it was really
beginning to look like Christmas—that is to say, sour,

